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Wanted a heart that if brave, Arm, heroic,
Midway in stution twixt weeper and ctoic,
Wanted a purpose, an aim, an endeavor;
Wantod an end that shall fail me not.novor!

Wanted an influence wide a* the orll

$own on thin earth or by uian or by devil ;

Wanted.a voice that ahall sweep through the age*.

Pealing alarutua wherever sin rages !

Wanted.a power half allied to divinity.
Wisdom, Truth. Utterance.a glorious trinity !

Wisdom, to alter, to shape, and to guide me.
Truth, to fall back on, whatever betide me.

Utterance, to thunder liko Titer's mighty hammer,

.Speaking a god through the desperate clamor!

Wanted.to live.uot in stono or in story.
lave in true teachings.a kiuglier glory !

Live, though the mortal that clogged me and cumbered,
Long ucath the clod of the valley has slumbered ;
Live though my uaiue shall bo lost and forgotten
Live in great thoughts that my life has begotten;
Live wheresoever Truth struggles victorious.
Wanted, *nek life.than au angel's more glorious:

For the National Era.
THE UNSUSCEPTIBLE.

[concluded.]
Agnes, though amused at her bo evident

l.enchant, felt more sympathy with her than
die might have done at another time. She.
too. had viewa and hopes, though of a less romanticnature than Miss Anna Thornton's. To
undo the effect of those few words in the morningwith Mr Heath, to show that she was not
altogether unworthy his kind advice nor uuwilliugto receive it, would have been very
pleasant to her. But his manner was certainlycold to her. and the earnest conversation
between him and Mary Eustace, which seemedso delightful to both of them, was trying to
Agnes in every point of view.
"Anna Thornton, father, and I,'J she said to

herself, "are having a miserable time, that is
certain hut; as for the rest, everybody seems
to in* m the full tide of enjoyment. I cannot
endure their ull looking so satisfied another
moment, while 1 sit 'pestered with a popinjay.and tormented of my own conscience besides1 must break this up!"
With this hospitable impulse, she conducted

the willing Mis* Anna to the piano, and signifiedto Mr Sullivan that he was to turn over
the mimic leave*. Agnes thought beet to disregardthe circumstance that Miss Thornton
wii* playing from memory.
She now turned toward the sofa on which

Mary and Mr Heath were sitting. The latter
resigned his scat to her. and then stood silentlyhy her side, apparently absorbed in the
brilliant waltzes performed by Miss Thorston.
Agnes soon addressed him.

' You really look as if you were enjoyingthat music, Mr. Heath." §Why should 1 not ?" he answered.
"1 should have thought it gay enough to

come under your ban."
It is very inspiriting, certainly,'' he replied.
You are in a charitable tnood to-night,"

pursued Ague#, bent on bringing him hack to
the subject uppermost in her own mind. "At
least you dissemble your disapproval well: betterthan you sometimes succeed in doing." she
added.
Agnes knew that she was not mending mattersBut she was resolved to push her wuy to

an explanation at all risks.
" 1 am sorry to !>e so misunderstood by Miss

Lovisoo," he said, in his calui. gentle tone, but
looking pained: "yet till I know whether myreal sin in her eyes is that of dissembling, or of
speaking too plainly. I can hardly defend myself."

He looked up one moment for hor answer,and then walked to the piano. Poor Agnescould not sfieak, though her heart was brimlull.and prompted words of penitence unfeignedBut she U'UU I in ll<n ,.r I.1A-U.M., x/u xtlV TCI^C U» "OHIO, W,,U

dared not trout herself to utter ft syllable.As for the rest of the evening, it passed like
a miserable dream. She oould not be roused
even by the sight of Mr. Decker ftud Miss Eustaceengaged in something thftt looked like a
conversation. The tirst thing thut at all refreshedher was the sight of the Misses Thorstonsweeping up in an imposing stylo to hid
good eveniug.
They were all gone at last. Agnes was impatientto be oucc more in her room. He

lather however, detained her. to say a few
words.

Agnes. I wish you had not l>een too much
occuuied to-night to pay some polite attention
to Mr Heath 1 should think his society atleast as improving as that of Mr. Sullivan.""Mr Heath was very well attended to. sir,I lielieve."

" Yes. thanks to Miss Eustace. I am sorryyou have not more of her good sense in selectingyour friends I can see that she already appreciatesMr. Heath's character, more justlythan you do. after a month's acquaintance.This was rather hard Agnes smothereddown her hitter toolings us well as she could,and only answering with a laugh, that Mary'sdiscretion hud not saved her from having unefool of h friend, she made her escape.A week and more passed and if Agnes hadrecorded her eiperietice of each day, which,with her aversion to writing, she never did, itwould have read, with but little variation, asfollows
A miserable day: iny father more displeasedwitb me. Dick Sullivan more presuming,Mr Decker more unmanageable, Mr. Heathmore silent and distant toward me, aud 1 moreutterly weary of myself."It was u now thing for Agnes to feel depress

..i uiriMign the whole of aYong day, and thenfind her sadness wake anew with her on themorrow. At tiiuee she would resolve. with allt lie strength of ber will, to throw off the burden,iiml lie cureless ox tiefore; and these rosdieswere often signulixed bv renewed flirtationwith the never-failing liick; for all thintime the rides and walk* and evening visit*continued, making it to outward appearance aHi-aaon of constant and varied enjoyment. Soat least thought the envying Misses Thoraton,who were only at times admitted within the"C hanted eirele. and who could catch tormontl,1rtfunpse* fnmt tluur windows of all thinHu mws.'on of delight*. 1Meantime, Mr. Sullivan, encouraged l»y the"C^'IIM of»m,shine which Agnes's caprice allowedhiin, hegai, to infuse a shade of sentimentinto tlM>ir intercourse. Nothing could becomehtm won*, Agnes thought; it was too ahaurd.»t it was uiicoinfortahla too, and hie feelings,Y'ough, to U *ure, he had no right to have any,' to lie really interested nnd if so, washe not ftMr the mortification thatJ*,is before him f ''But who,'' said Agnes toherself, «-4Kjld have dreamed of l>»ok Sullivan «"' tloig up H heart all on A sudden!"a.»s on a Saturday evening that this newU' id.ipuient first became uudeniably apparent'' tier and the Sunday which followed was ul.v i.f real humiliation to Artie* Sbereview1I her conduct through the whole time of MaryI isu, . s visit, and wit shame and regret formery part of it She had been kept bauk bypride from confiding lier tswiblsr tc «ud'*'/ herself aueuied less constantly calm and
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cheerful than was her wout. Agnes had once

found her in tears. At other times she had
oljserved an excitement of manner in her enjoymentof their daily pleasures, quite uulike
her usual self. There seemed to be concealmenton both sides
On Monday morning. Mr Decker broke in

upon the girls as they sat sewing in the library,his head filled with a plan for visiting a certainglen whose existence had lately become
known to hiiu. " We must certainly go there,"
he said. *- It is not too far for such walkers as

you are, and it is really worth seeing. Miss
Agnes, I know, will he in raptures "

Miss Agnes in her secret heart doubted very
much the raptures, but. on the whole, the idea
was a welcome one. To find herself in Home

new spot, uunssociated with any past folly, and
filled with the wild charms of nature, would be,
for the hour at least, a relief
"Heath must go," continued Mr. Decker

" He is an enthusiast in natural scenery ; indeed,
he first showed me the way to this place. Mr.
Sullivan goes, of course and what say you to
our friends the Thorntons? '

Agnes was in favor of inviting them. It would
gratify them highly, and the more the merrier.
Mary now suggested some fears of the damp

walking they must expect after yesterday's rain.
It was decided to wait until Tuesday afternoon,
when it was hojtcd that all ill effects of the
storm would have disappeared.

" Put up your work, Mary," said Agnes,
' and let us go and invite those girls at once.

They will feel called upon to make some extensivepreparations in the way of dress, and it is
only kindness to give them time."

As they were preparing to go, Decker beggedleave to accompany them
"The flutter of a little bright plumage is a

pleasant sight, when a man has been shut up
long to such sober society as this. 1 have a

weakness for fine shows; and when they areofi-1 .:*i * ,.i :* r..:_i.
lncw « miuui it in lumjr uu^iumjiui \aj

neglect them
' You are an ungrateful being, aa it is." criedAgnes. As if 1 had never got up any fine

shows for your benefit! Have all those scarlet
ribbons gone for nought?"

Decker laughed, and said he l>elieved he
had done her injustice. He would confess that
she sometimes looked gaudy enough even for
his taste.
"Then your condemnation is levelled at Miss

Eustace," said Agnes, "and 1 give her up to it.
Her taste is grave enough to suit a Quaker.
Her motto must be the same with Jenny
Wren'B.

" But I will drcM in my brown gown,
And never go too fine.' "

" My displeasure will sit lightly on Jenny
Wren.''he answered. "I fear she will never
ruffle a feather the more for ine."

"1 fear so, indeed.' thought Agnes, "if even

you could be brought to play Cock Robin to
Iter, which seems equally to be despaired of.
But how gravely Mary is taking all this! She
surely onnnot tie hurt at our censuring her
taste. But the truth is, we are both cross, and
I am afraid, lx>th on behalf of tbe same man.
I wish Mr. Heath had never come here. He
has interfered in the only matrimonial plan 1
ever had at heart, and has contrived to set me
at daggers-drawing with my own conscience
into the bargain."
With such profitable meditations as these,

Agnes beguiled the way till they redched Mrs.
Cornell's. She had prepared her companions
tor a long season of anticipation in tbe parlor ;
but when the door was thrown open, the young
ladies were discovered already in full splendor,
entertaining with vivacious ease the fascinating
Mr. Sullivan. Agnes hastened to atone for
what she knew to be an unwelcome interruption.by entering at once upon the subject of
the walk.
On receiving this invitation, in which Mr.

Sullivan was at the same time included, the
fair Thorstons underwent a severe struggle. To
forego such delightful opportunities would he
cruel in the extreme, but to go on foot! No
l>avementrt either, and a distance of two or
throe miles, with a prospect of rough climbing
at the end! Their heroism was not equal to
it; and after many indirect attempts to metamorphosethe whole scheme, and introduce
horses and conveyances, they very reluctantly
decliued.
"We can do without you," thought Agnes,

indignant at their want of enterprise, "and if
you can ensnare I)ick Sullivan into remaining
at homo with you. it will he all the hotter."
"By the way, Miss Agnes." cried that hero,

suddenly breaking in upon these unspoken
thoughts, " do you rejneinl>er that wild sister of
mine1"

" Perfectly well."
"I've lost her, 1 find.the news came to me

this morning don't look so shocked; she's only
marriod; she has eloped, in fact"

"Eloped! With whom ! Any one I know?"
cried Agnes, highly excited by so racy a hit of
intelligence.
"No, I fancy not. F forget his name myself,

hut he is a young scapegrace of a fellow, decadent,Fan tells me. on some great uncle or

other, who will hardly l>e pleased with this
turn of affairs. Stay, 1 rememl>er now she calls
him her adored Lawrence, and signs herself ray
..ee..ti
UU'XIIUIIaw nmirij I anny ii|ui|^aii.

Ague* had never heard of any Lawrence
Morgan, hut she had known Fanny Sulivan
well, and felt fur more interest in the matter
than Dick upjieared to have.

" She in an acquaintance of yours, too,"' Agnesl>egan, turning to Mr. Docker. But she
was so htruck by Ins changed appearance, that
she could hardly command herself to goon,
fie was looking flushed and excited, and altogetherappeared so unlike his philosophical
self, that Agnes was quite confounded. Was
this the secret of it, after all? Could such a

man really have loved that flirt of a girl?
Agnes recollected that he had spoken of meetingMiss Sullivan at the Springs, and that he
had called her handsome; but she had never

suspected him of regarding her in any other
light than that in which she herself looked
upon her. If this was his ideal, no wonder
Mary Kustace was unappreciated by him !
To relieve Mr. Decker and herself from the

embarrassment which both were suffering,
Agnes now rose and made her adieu. They
had scarcely entered the village street, when
Mr. Decker said, abruptly.

" Have you any commands for the city, Miss
Levison ? I am very sorry; but it will be
necessary for me to go down to-day, I find ''

Agnes stopped short, and looked at him with
undisguised amarcment He stood her gate
manfully, without offering an explanation of
the mystery.

" I am glad he does not attempt to lie about
it, thought Agnes; " hut any ordinary excuse
would bo too barefaced."
"I hope," he continued, "that my absence

will nut interfere with to-morrow's walk."
"Oh, not in the least," returned Agnes. "At

all events, it must not stand in the way of such
mature plans as yours.

Mr. Decker colored, hut made no reply.
Agnes saw that he was at her mercy, and she
was too generous to trample on a defenceless
loo

"I)onot let uh detain you," nho *aid. "A
pleannnt ride to you, and aoooemon thin urgent
errand!

" I diatruet you,"' ho unawered, laughingly,
and looking relieved. ' There ia miechief lurkingunder the worda of your henedietion
Mihh Kuatace, cannot you give roe a aincere
one ? "

" Vou have my gooil wiHhe^." aaid Mary,
ipnetly.
"And that in more than you donerve from

her,'' thought Agner, an *he watched hi* retreatingform "To aigh for a loet Fanny Sullivan,aud he blind to Mary Kuataoe! And
what in the world in the roan going to do now I
U. ho about to die at the feet ot Mn. LawrenceMorgau ' I nee nothing eUc left to do
in the uaae And aa for our walk, 1 aee the
nattern of it plainly enough. Mr. Heath and
Mary will devote themaefVee to ooe another,
aud I tdiall gratify roy father with another dia
day of my irivoioun uiate. in outer word", he
bored with Dick Sullivan'* noovenae through a
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whole afternoon. But go I will, whatever happen*.I will not be talked into a project by
Rodney Decker's eloquence, and then see it
blown away like a feather the next moment, at
the breath of his mysterious caprice I will
have that w alk, if 1 go alone."
This sublime resolution seemed likely to l>e

pretty thoroughly tested On Tuesday morning.I)ick Sullivan was sent to Itespcak Mr
Hoath's company and guidance to the newlydiscoveredglen Mr Heath gave him all necessaryinstructions for lindiug it, hut sent word
that he was obliged to attend a funeral and
would be unable to accompany them

Agnee's will now carried the matter through.
Mary had a head-ache, and looked as if she
would gladly be left in quiet But Agnes assuredher that the walk would be her best
cure; that they should not have another such
fine day that season and that, more than this,
it was a shame to flatter these men by accommodatingone's plans to their movements.

Mary had not spirits to contest the point. She
soon yielded, and about noon the party of three
set forth.
Now the truth was. that Mr Sullivan had

been so impatient to return to his post at Miss
Levieon's side, that he had given little heed to
Mr Heath's careful directions llecousequcnt
ly found himself acting in the capacity ot
guide, and. as such, implicitly relied upon by
his companions: while in tact he had the
vaguest possible idea of where their true path
lay. But Dick was not the one to confess ignoranceprematurely He put a hold face on the
matter, and beguiling the way w ith his agreeablediscourse, affected an entire security as to
its happy termination. It was not till after
many blindly-undertaken short cuts, and protractedwanderings in unpathed woods, during
which the joints ot compass were hopelessly
lost by the whole party, that ho condescended
to acknowledge himself a little in doubt which
way to proceed next.
Agnes was now heartily provoked with him.

The walk had l»cen a particularly uncomfortableone to her: for as often as Mary Eustace
fell a little behind, which she seemed bent upon
doing, Mr Sullivan relapsed into sentiment,
and Agnes really began to fear that she should
not be able to keep olF the crisis of a projsisal
There seemed no prospect now of reaching

the desired glen; and Miss Eustace, who had
not enjoyed the excitement of keeping in cheek
a lover s advances, was already complaining of
fatigue. Agnes found a seat for hor among
the houghs of a fallen tree, and placed a stone
at her feet She then espied, on the hordors of
a dark brook that wound its way through the
wood, some clusters of the bright cardinal
tiower; she hastened to secure them; they
would contrast finely with the glossy blackness
of Mary's hair. Mr. Sullivan, us she knew of
old, was an expert wreath-maker, and he really
uoeded some employment to keep him out of
mischief Agnes showered the scarlet blossoms
over him, as he sat in a graceful attitude at
Miss Eustace's feet, and commanded him, in
her wilful way, to use his best skill in forming
u garland for the oueen she had throned.
Her companions beingtliiis disposed of, Agnes

indulged her own restlessness by exploring the
wood in every direction around them. In her
present irritated mood, it was a relief to lie
alone.
As she watidered aimlessly abont. she soon

found herself retracing the path which they

IllKM Hie WXlUr IMIMlcn pruning vo luiwj^r, mm

the tall grou[a of chestnut trees behind, were

ull too well known to her, though nhe had not
looked on them for many yearn. And now the
heroe conflict that had imi>elled her unwittinglyto the spot was hushed l>eforc its peaceful
heuuty. eloquent, to Agnes's heart, of un undyingsorrow The poor child burnt into tears,
and lieing now too weak and exhausted for any
selfcontrol, she seemed to nob away her life in
the vehement indulgence of her grief. By degreenher mood grew gentler; the pride* and
paneion and strength of will by which her heart
had been torn, melted fast away, leaving her
bumble, penitent, and sorrowful. The throngingmemories of her lovod brother, to whhdi
the scene before her gave birth, would not
suffer an ungentle feeling to have place within
bcr breast, and she almost forgot the strange
discovery which bad for the time seemed really
to madden her
A step rustling on the strewn pathway

startled her from her dreaming Dick Sullivan.howcould she meet him ? No, it was

Mr. Heath!
lie took no notice of her tears, hut answered

her astonishment at seeing him bv "Hying, that
uu coming from the fnneral he had been attending,he bad found himself in the neighborhoodof the lake, and had chosen a solitary
walk home along its shore, rather than u

wagon ride over the turnpike He then took
a seat by her, and liegan in his quiet way to

talk of tieautiful points in the view, and pleas«I sL. I-U 4 .wu;n». U 1.-4
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explored aud then of the family he had just

had broken in entering the wood, and her eye
was caught by something white lying on the
ground before her. She stoojied for it, and
tound it to be a letter, and. on looking more

carefully at the address, she recognised it as

the very letter she had written to Mary Kustace
before her ooming.

" My good, orderly Miss Mary has a hole in
her pocket, lor once," she said to herself, " or

very Agnea-liku ways of putting things into it.':
Agnail now recalled the free, happy spirit iji

which that letter had boon penned, so different
from her presont state of heart. She opeoe<
it, to bring hack, if possible, by its perusal
some ray or that lost sunshine. As she unfold
ed the well-filled sheet, a slip of pajter, as cloaob
written an the rest, fluttered to her feet. Agn«
was much in the habit of tucking in a few lasi
words in such a shajie, and it did not occur t<
her, as she picked it up, that she was about t<
road anything but her own forgotten words
until her attention was irrevocably fastened tr
the lines before her. They were those:

" Mary, if you ever loved mo, lot no false
sense of duty keep you from your Agnes, (blew
her for loving you!) because I ain here. We
will meet as strangers, bet me hut hear your
voice again, and mine shall not utter a word
you would wish unspoken * We huvo not sought
this meeting; it has been strangely ordered for
us. You are striving to act and live as if we
had never met. Do so note, and let that stern
rule give, for once, happiness instead of Borrow.
I mean no reproach ; words cannot tell how
deeply I honor you in all! "

Agnes's amazement and intense excitement
had nurried her through this mysterious note,
seemingly without the power to stop Fyr one
moment the whole was a profound enigma to
tier; the next, a suspicion (lashed like lightning
through the darkness. Mary's ready appreciationof Mr. Heath, their long talks, her indif-
feronoe to Decker, her sadness, and thorn past
trials at which she (Mice hinted.there wax no

rootn for doubt Thev had known one another;
she had loved him.he still loved her! A wild
tumult rone in Agnes's breast: its cause she did
not stop to inquire, hut she knew herself to he
now At last miserable beyond endurance.
Urged by a resistless impulse, she plunged into
the densest part of the wood, and dashed on

through hush and brier, and tangled thicket,
crossing the brook at a leap, and climbing the
bank beyond without a thought ol its stcc|»uoshThe passionate feeling aroused in her
soul seemed to demand this unchecked and
reckless motion, as its only vent.
The woodland now lay more open Is-forc her

She tlew with rcdonbfed speed through its
quiet glades, till at length she struck ujion a

beaten path leading down a slight descent
Agnes followed it at the same desperate pace,
careless where it was leading her, when, with
a sudden dismay, she found herself on the
shore of the fatal lake!

It was very beautiful, as it lay under the
calm light of that autumn afternoon but at
sight of it Agnes felt her strength deserting
her, and, trembling in every limh, she sank to
the ground As she looked liewildered around
her, she became aware, with a growing sense

of fear, that she was on the very sj»ot over

which her brother's lifeless body had lieen
borne, when it was taken from those treacherousdepths The great rock jutting into the
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left, and their heavy sorrow, till Ague*, ax she
listened. became reassured Hix manner wax
in harmony with her feelings, and she enjnvedthe quiet of the hour in the transient forgctfulnexxof all the excitement that had preceded it

It was juat creeping hack into her thoughts,
a* when we slowly wake at morning to sonic
strange reality, which sleep hax made us donht,
when ber attention wax diverted by an incident
of xonie interest Mr. Heath, while talking,hail l»oen drawing deep lines in the pebblybench at their feet, with the end of his stout
walking-stick. Agues, as she sat unconsciouslywatching these movements, saw him. at last,
turn up from its gravelly bed a rusty pen-knife.She took it up to examine, and cleaning it off
as well ax she could, she discovered, engraved
on the handle, the letters E C If

w Your initials!" she exclaimed, surprised at
the coincidence.

" Yes, and my knife,'' he answered, takingit from her hand. "It has lain there undisturbedfor five years '*

Agnes looked at him in astonishment She
had not supposed he was ever in the plaee lieforethat summer. Suddenly a wood -ring suspicionseized her, and, looking eager!* up into
his face, she said, in a broken voice.

...
" Was it vou that brought my poor brother

home to us'
' It was." he answered, without looking up."But how was it possible'!'' continued the

bewildered Agnes " How could you have
chanced to be here ? "

J was on a vacation tour, led here and there
by one beautiful view after another, none of
which 1 ever thought to see again But when
this place was offered to me. with my oilier
motives for accepting it, there mingled a strong
desire to look once more upon this, lake, to
which the event of that day had lent so touchingan interest.''
"Oh. why did you never tell me of this1"

cried Agnes, reproachfully.
"To what purposeho answered " It could

only waken painful memories, and forever connectthem with myself."
" But we owe you so much.it was cruel not

to let us speak our thanks to you."'
He Bhook his head sadly.
" If it had been permitted me to stand betweenyou and that sorrow, I might have been

tempted to urge, too far. perhaps, my claim
upon your gratitude. Hut I was only a messengerof evil."

Agnes's heart was too full to allow lier V1
answer him, or even to take in the lull import
of his words. Her memory was calling back
the happy years of her brother's short life,
their wild frolics, their twilight confidences,
her proud hopes for him, und his loving reliance
upon hor. Of all this she spike freely and
simply to Mr. Heath, sure of his understanding
sympathy."I shall never love any one as I,could have
loved my brother,'' she said, sighing

' Never! " repeuted Mr. Heath, looking suddenlyinto her eyes. She blushed under the
earnestness of his gar.e

' Dear Agnes, it' ever you recall that word,
let it lie for me!"

The autumn afternoon wore away, and still
those two sat talking on the shore of Waunee
Lake. There hod indeed lieen many things to
say: for Agues could not take in at once so

strange a mystery. To be loved where she had
thought herself only condemned! It must be
taught her again and again, with varied
phrase, and all the eloquence of eye and tone,
before her bewildered heart could receive it

" Hut I thought you did not even respect me,"
she said, at last,

" But you thought wrong."
Anil I hilVA KAAn tllfkfr. iu I Imi'O Autnn/l

I ho trillion ttnd heartless."
" Your seemings are not hard to rswd through. I

, And I had an aide commentator in Mine tun-
t tace."
j Miss Eustace ! The name brought up a host

of confused suspicions. But without stopping'

to analyxa, she dismissed them en mam iih unf

worthy of a thought. For now Mr. Heath wan

, telling her how the one vision he had hod of
t her, ho long ago, in the hour of her grief, had
, lived in hie heart forever after; how he had
, longed to meet her again, and yet hod feared

all the time to find her spoiled by the change
from girl to woman.

" f am H|H>iled enough, ' said Agnea, " hut
that change hon hardly come to me yet."

"True, it liaa not." he answered more gravely.and I have done wrong to diMturh you ho

early with this avowal of my love. Do not let
it burden you, dear Agnes, nor think of it uh

involving your future I will not fetter you by
auking the exchange of a single promise. Onlytrust me for your friend, and let tin* afternoon m
diacloHiire simply aerie to assure you how deeply1 deserve the name."

" I do trust you, entirely," she said, with a

grateful, confiding look. But at thia moiuent
a guilty recollection of her deaertcd friends in
the wood broke in upon the happy rest of heart
she w as enjoying

" Poor Mary!" she exclaimed starting to
her feet. " With her low spirits and headache,
to he thrown for two mortal hours qn the merciesof Dick Sullivan! I ought to know what
that is! she added, laughing, as she ran lightlyup the path.

It took some time to retrace the devious way
hy which Agnes had come, yet she almost
wialieu It longer.in part for the new jjleanureof Mr. Heath1* oonipanioimhip, hut alao beciiunenhp really dreaded to meet her friend,
after having lined her so aboijpuahly But the
hnKik waa now croaacd, and the fallen tree
oaine in night; and there, upon her woodland
throne, crowned with a tiara of radiant blonnonm.nat the lovely Mary Kuatoce. listening,
with bright nmilen and eyea alight with pleuaure,to the word* of her companion. Ague*
ntood Mtill in wonder.

" How beautiful nhe in!" thought ahe. "And
what can Dick Sullivan be naying, to call up
nuch a nuiile an that ? "
At thin moment, ntartled by the nound of

fnotetopa, he turned toward her. It wan no
other than Rodney Docker! And before Agnenooubl recover from thin aurpriae. he had
taken her hand, and. with half-tnierliievoun
carncntnenM, won licneeuhing her naaction to bin
engagement with Mim Kuatace?

"I will not be played with any longer," cried
Agnen, laughing and crying at once. "I will
know what all thin meaim. Mary, tell me, ia
thin man in earneatT*'

" ( denire to believe to," returned Mary.
Hut when did you begin to love him ? "

puraued the excited Agnoa.
" Oh, npare her the day and hour, Minn Agnen,1'interrupted (tecker, " and addrena your

queatiooa to me, if you pleane. I am tough
enough to undergo the lougent catechiam y«»u
can get up; hut poor Mary look* somewhat
overcome."

" Mary, indeed!" naid Agnoa to heraelf.
"That ia making progrenn' Oh, if I could ank
fifty queationa in a breath!" ahe exclaimed,
leaning ag&innt a tree for nupport.
"There ia no baate,'' naid Decker, coolly.

"Take a neat, Mian Agnoa, and go on at your
loiaure."
Agnoa wan in no fit frame to oouduct a catecheticalexercine with deliberation and decorum.She aat down, however, and oouunenced

with nil the calmrifM* nlu* could command
"When did you flntt l*ecotun in tern*ted in

Mie Kuetaoe. Mr. Docker?"
" To the lieet of ray knowledge, alxtut ilro

month* einoo.'
The queetioner wuh tuggered. But now the

mynterimui letter and it* po«tM-ript occurred to
her mind, and l*gan to (died nonie light over

thin obacure riddle. Drawing the letter from
her pocket, and bringing the encloeed slip of

]*j>er to view, *he naked.
'I* that your handwriting?"
" ft ia Have you forgotten that you gave

me that letter uneealed, to mail fur you !"
" And you jamped at the chance of earing

pontage. Mary. 1 am afraid he ia mercenary.
I adviee you to aiecard him at once."

" There wae more than uoetage to eave." eaid
Mr Decker " A letter from we would have

t t I I 1
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under cover of your good name, I knew I could
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smuggle in a word without reproof And. in
ull humility. I think my little addition had as
much to do with bringing Mis* Eustace as

your own admirable letter."
" You are very impertinent," said Agnee." I dare nay you are right, however. But whyall thin concealment and underhand work ?

Why not l>e engaged at once, and say so?"
"True enough, Miss Ague*. I should have

highly approved that course, myself. But Miss
Eustace has a venerable grandfather.don'tlook ho deprecating, Marv I am not going to
he disrespectful.who as decidedly disapprovedit, and not only that, hut the whole matter of
our being engaged at all."

" But 1 can't see the reason of that,' said
Agnes " I always considered you what is
called in society 'a strictly eligible match ' "

" 1 am exceedingly Battered But in this
case the question did not turn at all u|>on mv
personal eligibility The difficulty lay in the
existence of a hopeful voting nephew and protegeof Mr. Eustace, who w as in a fair way to
be ruined, unless somebody took hiui in hand
To Mary, accordingly, was to lielong the interestingtask of taming, reforming, guiding,and marrying him and then the old man's
property was to descend to them, undivided. A
delightful plan, wiu it not?"

Theold tyrant!'' cried Agnes. indignantly" Mary Eustace, il you ever submitted to all
that, I gno you up."

' Not to all that, "continued Decker. "She
told her grandfather that she could not consentto marry his nephew, but that she would
so far comply with his wishes as to remain free
for the present. Mr. Eustaoe indulging some
fanciful hope that the young man's charms
might in time make an impression upon her.
I was therefore discarded, and forbidden to
visit at the house, or to address auy more lettorsto Miss Eustace. Nothing was said about
accidental meetings at Levison Lodge, or slip-
ping postscripts into other people'n letters

>

And now, what took you ho suddenly to the
city?" pursued AgnesThe news that Mary's amiahle suitor, instead
of pining under her neglect, had taken affairs
into his own hands, and was consoling himself
with the ready smiles of Miss Sullivan '

" And that Lawrence Morgan is your cousin,
Mary!'' cried Agnes, beginning to see daylight." Well, go on."

" I hurried off to the city, had an interview
with Mr. Kustace, and found him full of indig
nation and disappointment at the step Lawrencehad taken, but no longer ill-disposed
toward me. In short, I obtained his consent
and now Mary's filial submission being out ol
the way. what remained was not difficult: or.
rather, the rest of the battle I had fought some
months before It was hard enough in the
time of it," he added, looking laughingly back
at Miss Kustace.

' What traitors you have been in the midst
of uk and 1 so unsuspecting through the whole'
You might well make that promise the tirst
night you came, you artful Mary Kustace1
Did she tell you that, Mr. Decker ? That she
would not judge of you by that evening's exjHiriencealone!"

Decker laughed, and said he had hoard of it.
' Yes, I'll warrant you had many u good

talk when none of us were suspecting, and I
(lerhaps, wearying myself out with trving to
make you decently civil to one another.-'

'-Not so many as you might think. Mis*
Agnes. Mary was very cruel, and held mt

strictly to the rule of ' friends, and only
friends.' Hut 1 acknowledge we sometime*
amused ourselves a little at your mis&pprehen
sinus ahout us."

" That was downright treachery, for you
were carefully fostering them all the time. Do
you remember that morning ride, when you
provoked me by talking so slightingly of Mary'i
eyes 1''

''1 do recall some non««n«e of that sort.'' re
_l! J rv. .i n i .c i i ai ; j t_
juitni uwier, out i rwnt'iniwr vno nue nom

more distinctly. I'our Marv and 1 delayed. t<
talk awhile in the park, and I had a world c
trouble afterward*, in accounting to you fu
the time we spent there. Oh, we were th
true victim*. Mi** Ague*!"
"But after all, Mary, why could not yoi

just hare made a confidante of me ! "
' Because, dear Agnes," said Mary, "you

enthusiastic, romantic interest in our trouble'
would have Iss-n my worst a**i*tant in tin
hard task of keening a quiet and submissivi
heart I'erhaiis I was wrong in coming hen
at all, under tlie circunistanoes, hut I helievec
myself able to enjoy Mr. Decker's society
without reference to the past or future "

"By the way," said Agnes, suddenly, "d<»«f
anybody know what has become of Mr. Sullivan? "

"I have that pleasure," replied Mr. Decker
"It vfan a glimpse of his handsome figure
emerging from the wood, that first set me on

the right track lor finding you He w** lookingvery tired and miserable, i saw, a* I name
up to him. and said he had Imen searching
above an hour for Mi** Levison, with no success."

" Poor fellow I' said Agnes "It is really
too bad, when he jierforiued his task of adorningMiss Rustace so tastefully "

" I encouraged him to believe that Miss
Levison had not come to any untimely end, hut
would appear in her own good time. I recommendedhim very strongly, however, to return
to the Lodge, and bring hack the wagon, as she
would probably he much fatigued after her
wanderings I had very little idea of persuadinghim to go, hut he is renlly a good-natured
dog I beg your pardon. Miss Agnes: I mean
to say, a benevolent meml>er of society."

' No one can say that of you, at all events,''
said Agnes.

Mr. Heath had lieen sitting very quietly by
himself, watching the play of Agnes h earnest
face, through all this exciting dialogue. He
now reminded the party that it wax already
past sunset, and proposed that they should find
their way huck to the road He gave his arm
to Agnes, and guiding her footsteps through
the darkening wood, listened to the happy outHowof her heart, in the iines|iacted fulfilment
of tier wishes for the lovers, who were followingrhino behind them.
On reaching the road. Sain atid the wagon

were discovered in waiting, hut no Mr. Sullivanwan with theim His afternoon'* experiencehad not been agreeable enough to tempt
him buck ; and aa they drove pant Mrs. Cornell'*,they saw him sitting in tno porch with
the fair Anna Thurston. Agnes looked at
them, and hoped he would prove as oonsolable
as his new brother-in-law, Lawrence Morgan
"And Mary," said Agnes, just before droppingswlanri that night, at the end of a long

talk, of which Rodney Pecker was the theinc,
" I am very happy, too, and Mr. Heath and I
arc good friends again but yon inunt not u*k
me any more about it, please, Ijecuuso I ought
not to tell you."
Pi.owkks Ui.oomimu AiTiricuLlY..Some

week* ago, a curious experiment was made at
I'aria, by Mr. Herbert, in the presence of a

select audience, including severed reporter* of
the press A canvas* awning had been nut
up near the Boulevard, and a flower-garden
prepared insole, and planted with Lilies,
Chrysanthemum*, Africans, Dahlias. Thyme,
Ijtureia, Hones, Sunflowers, Daisies and Asters
All these plants were covered with buds which
would have required at least a fortnight to
hlooni naturally, hut having been lately removed,they were in a drooping state. Mr H
came in with some gardeners, and they began
the experiments At first they watered a Idly
and a Dahlia with a red liquor, and covered
them with bell-glusse* Immediately the temperaturerose inside by the ebullition of the
compound, and the men. by applying their
hands on the glass, and opening or shutting a

small valve fixed on it, appeared to measure
and regulate the heat. Alter ten minutes, the
glasses were removed, and, to the delight of all,
the plants were covered with full-grown flowers,
filling the air with their perfume. To prevent
any suspicion of foul play, a flower pot was

suspended by wires, and the ex|ieriment rejieaicdon it In the end, all the flower* were

Mown ami each iady went away with a magnificentnosegay.
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for tbe National Era.
"HON OMNIS MOKLAK" *

I.
Over tbe blackness of my hair
Comes the froet of Age and Care
Streaks of silver intertwine
With dark locks through which they sbiuo
With premonitory gleam
Prophot* of the time are they,
Of the swiftly-coming day,
When shall end this fever-dream
And no more the busy brain.
With its subtle thoughts and fancies
The soul's wondrous necromancies.
Thrill to pleasure or to puin
In the sluggish pulse.the slow
Life-tide, with its ebb and flow.
I can hear a murmurous sound, (
As if from my soul's profound, j
Whis[ieriug very sweet and low,
Spirits called mc.low and sweet.
Pulse by pulse tho words repeal
" Linger not when bidden to go! " I

List, my Soul' that warning tone
Not of sadness breathes alone; 1

^uiuoiiiiiiK ui prviium;, numi niiu i»ir.

Something of prophecy in there. 1

Of a Future which shall Ire '

Better, brighter, holier far
Than Earth's life can give to thee
Oh. surpassing all we know
Or of good or pure below.
" Non omrttt mortar"

II
Shadow*, I know not how or why,
l>av by day creep o'er mine eye
And the fire that once was hid
Underneath the drooping lid
Or, by strong emotion wrought, >

Flashed the lightning of my thought,
Oleums hut seldom now, and faintly
Even the noonday socmoth dim,
Hills, by brightest sunshine kissed.
Swell beneath a robe of inist.
Or in shimmering vapor swiin
And the trees, by twos and threes,
l>eftly shaken by the broeie, *

Walts to music, slowly, quaintly.
Ah this treason of the eye !

^
Whence is it, or how, or why '

Tells it not that night is nigh '

The still night, unstirred by breath.
Titrough whose Dark shines never a star.
The vague Opaque which men call Iieath '

Yet." non out iiis mortar '''

<

III.
A quick-coming weariness,
When with laggard pace I tread
Olden paths, where once, as tleut
As tho roo, I sprung to greet
The inorn, downing dim and red,
Now doth every limb oppress.
Wearily they follow still
The slow motions of my will

Wearily.but soou give o'er
Youth, with lithe and supple thows,
Paused, lis pass the morning dews.
Vanished youth returns no more

Now I tread tho solemn shore
Of that sea whose vastitudc
Mortal eye hath never viewed,
Never mariner did explore,
And its thundroua organ-roll,
Booming grandly front afar,
Pours it* anthem on my soul,
With a many voiced refrain,
Heard again.again.again

I
" JA'oii omuii mortar"

IV.
As the dew that bunds the grass.
As the breath that stains the glass,
As the morning's floating mist

B By the fervid sunbeam kissed,
0 As the pageant of a dream,
if As the lupsing of a stream,

As the hope that glorifies
0 Youth, and with its day spriug dies.

As, in woman's faith, the trust
ii Which an hour must dash to dust,

As the rapture which is sweetest,
r As whatever thing is fleetest,
4 Life, with all that it can borrow

From the world ofjoy or sorrow
' All its petty conflicts o'er,

Passes, and is known no more.
1 Nay, one hope remains to bar
' The despair that else would gloom

Over the portals of the tomb.
" Nun omult moi tar ! "

% .

Something of ine, when men have said,
" Speak kindly of him.he is dead "

Something that (loth appertain
To throbbing heart and thinking brain,
Shall, when I have panned, remain.

The memory of aome iweet thought,
Or good deod in kindness wrought.
Verne of mine, perchauco, impressed
With the love that fills my hreant,
Or ita wu and wild unrent,
Shall, enshrined in aomo fond heart,
Of ita very life a part,
Live on, and with sweet constraint,
Hold it to my memory.
Thun " 1 (ball not wholly die."
Then, Soul' let nor pain, nor fear,
Nor tbo wrong that shadowa life,
Nor bate, with whieb thou art at strife,
Claim the tribute of a tear,
Or the language of eomplaint.
Henceforth, nought thy peace should mar.
Deeper than thy foam or woea

Sinks the spirit of repose,
When triumphant Faith can cry.
" From Death I wrest tha victory
Nan twntii muriar

VI.
Hut tha heart must yield it* trust,
And its memory be as dunt,
When, at length, it bows before
Karth * nulling Conqueror.
Karth itself (so prophets say)
In the flame shall pes* away.
And the heavens togethor roll
Like a crisped and burning scroll,
And ita myriad orbs sxpire
In n baptism of Are
Yet even then the Soul oan cry,
"Nay, I shall not wholly die!"
Fruiu its place though Karth be driven,
Though shall fall the stars from heaven,
Though the regnant sun be hurled
From his throne above the world,
And in fervout beat be blent
Kvery fusing element.
Still, outliving sun and star,
In a life serene and high,
Clothed with iminortnlity,
Victor over Death and Hell,
I my triumph-song will swell,
" Nun umntt muruir

William H Hori.kiuh.
Syraeute, April 8,1852.

" 1 ilisll not wholly die ''.an exclamation of the
l<ati» poet, JioKA< a.

Hrerirr for a Happy Home.Si* thing*,
any* Hamilton, are requisite to create a "happy
home." Integrity mu*t be the architect, and
tidineaa the upholsterer It roust be warmed
by affection, and lighted up with cheerfulness;
and induatry muat be the ventilator, renewing
the atmosphere and bringing in freah salubrity
day by aay; while over all, a* a protecting
canopy and glory, nothing will suffice except
the blowing of God.

A Simile Apt, rut not Exactly Intended..ARoman Catholic priret, wme time aiooe,
in Germany, on entering the pulpit, took a walnutinto it. He told hi* hearer* that the shall
waa taateleaa and valueless.that was Calvin's
church The *kin waa nauseous, disagreeable,
and worthless.that waa the Lutheran church.
He then aaid that he would show them the Holy
Apostolic church He oracked the nut, and
found it rotten .-Cincinnati Nunpaml

NO. 280.
PRESENCE OF MIND.

Very much has been written with regard to
this important trait of character, yet adults, an
well as children, are continually, in every dangerowemergency, found lamentably deficient
Accidents causing death and detraction of
property will ever occur therefore, in calm
and tranquil moments we should fortify our
selves for the hour of danger. The story of
"John Raynor" impressed on the inind. j-ossiblvmight have restored to life many children
apjtarentlv drowned. It was in the infancy of
this fieriodical that the account was given, and
a host of our present readers were not then its
patrons; therefore, 1 hoj>e to he pardoned for
giving a transcript for publication, especially
as it cannot fail to interest our juvenile friends

' It was during the summer holvdaysof 1800,'
*aid Mr. Bowers. "1 had a young friend stayingwith me and my younger brother Kdward
His name was John llayuor; and how became
by so much information as he seemed to have,
I do not reinemtier that we troubled ourselves
to inquire; but my fattier, who liked John exceedingly.said it w as from his constant habit
rtf observation. He was then only fourteen
only two years older than myself. One evening.during the absence of my parents, we occupiedourselves with assisting our old gurdensr.The garden »lo|>ed down to a broad river
which joined the sea at a few miles distance. 1
was not so busy hut I looked up every now and
then to watch the beautiful sunset that sparkled
an tut1 water, or trie passage rxmi him country
l»arges that glided by at intervals. Suddenly
I observed, at a small distance, something float
ing on the water

" 1 It is the body of a boy!' said John, and in
a moment Hung ofl' his jacket and threw himselfinto the water Fortunately he was a good
swimmer, aud his courage never left him. He
swam with all his strength towards the Heatingbody, and seizing with one hand the hair,
with the other directed his course to the shore.
We watched eagerly, and the moment he came
within reach assisted him in laying the body
on a grass-plot. My brother Edward recognisedhim as the son of a washerwoman, exclaiming.as he burst into tears.

" 4 Poor woman, sbe will never see her boy
again.' John replied, in a hurried tone,

' She may if we lose no time, and use the
right means to recover him. Edward, run

quickly for a doctor and as you pass the kitch
en, tell Susan to have a lied warmed.'

" 4 We had better hold him up by the heels,'
said the gardener,4 to let the water run out of
his mouth.'

44 4 No, no," exclaimed John; ;hy so doing we

shull kill him* if he is not already dead we
must handle him as gently as possible '

4- When the body had been carried into the
bouse, the gardener urged John to place the
body near the kitchen tire; but after a little
persuasion they yielded to John's entreaty, and
the body was rubbed dry. and placed on bis
right side between hot blankets, on a mattrass
The head was bound with flannel, and placed
high on pillows , four bottles were tilled with
hot water, wrapped in Hannels, and plaeed at
the arm-pits and feet, while the body was con

stantly rubbed with hot Hannels John then
took the bellows, and having blown out all the
dust, directed iuo to close the mouth and one
nostril, while he by blowing in at the other
tilled the chest with air: he then laid aside the
bellows, and pressed the chest upwards to force
the air out; this was done from twenty to thirtytimes in a minute, to imitate natural breathing.All this time the windows and doors
were left wide open. Edward at length re- I
turned without the doctor he was absent from I
home. The use of frictiou with warm flannel, I

ii >1.: .«,i r... i, ...I
uiiu nrtinriui Mrcuumi^, uuiiunuru i*»i mm»

and a halt', uud no signs of life appeared. John
continued his efforts. Another half hour paused.and, to the inexpressible delight of us all,
the lw>y opened his eyes, and uttered a faint
sigh."
What a good thing it was for the mother of

this poor boy, that John Raynor once read, on

a framed printed paper, " Rules of the Humane
Society for recovering persons apparently
drowned." Better still, that he had taken pains
to remember them Kvery item that we glean,
calculated to benefit the distressed, should be
treasured in memory's garner for the hour of
need.Mother's Journal and Family Visitant

From tho Now York Observer

THE PENITENT SCHOLAR.
School is out. The last lesson has been recitedand the evening hymn song; and now

the shouts of merry voices are hcurd on the
green. Their spirits overflow like long pentupwaters. But one of their number is still
imprisoned. All is ipiiet now in the schoolroomThere sits the teacher at her desk, with
a sad and troubled look At one of the desks
before her sits a boy, whose flushed countenanceand flashing eye tell of a struggle with
in. His arms are proudly folded, as in defiance,and his lips are compressed Ho will
never say, "Tm sorry; will you forgive ino '"

No! not he' His breath comes thick and fast,
and the angry flush upon his cheek grows a

deeper crimson The door stands invitingly
open. A few quick step*, and he can be beyond
the reach of his teacher. Involuntarily his
hand snatches up his cap, as she says, " George,
come to me." A moment more, and he has dart
edout, and is away down the lane. The teach-
em mow grows yet more sail her lo ad sinks

upon the desk, and the tears will come, as nIia
thinks of the return he is making for all her
love and oare for him.
The olock strikes five, and slowly putting on

her bonnet and shawl, she prepares to go. when,
looking out at the door, she sees the hoy com

ing towards the school-house, now taking
rapid steps forward, as though fearful his res
olution would fail him; then pausing, as if
ashamed to be seen coming hack. \\ hat has
thus changed his purpose1

Breathless with haste, he has thrown him
self down upon the green gross by the side of
the brook, cooling his burning cheeks in tho
pure sweet water; and ss gradually the flush
faded away, so in his heart died away the an

ger he bit towards his teacher.
The soft south wind, as it stole by, lifting the

hair from his brow, seemed to whisper in his
ear, "this way, little l>oy, this way;'* and voiceswithin him murmured. "(Jo hack, go hack "

He started to his feet. Should he need those
kind words.should he go back 1 Could he go1
Ah and here was the struggle. Could he be
man enough to conquer his pride and anger,
and in true humility retrace his stcjis, and say
" forgive ?" Could he go hack ' As lie repeated
the words, he said to himself, " I tnil go hack ;"
and the victory was won. Soon, with downcast
eye and throbbing heart, he stood before his
teacher, acknowledging in broken accents his
fault, and asking forgiveness The sunbeams
streamed in through tho open window, filling

.»-A! IJ I'^Ll I A I. I* l_a.
tiifl room wiin goiueu ok"1 > "in uir huooKiii in

thone heart* wan brighter vet. Ah, children,
ifyou would always have sunlight in your hearts,
never let the clouds of anger rise to dim your
ky
He was a hero He conquered liiineelf; and

Solomon says, " He that ruleth his spirit is
lietter than he that taketh a city." At first he
cowardly ran away; but his courage came

again; he rallied hie forces, and took the city.
Brave is the boy that has courage to do right,
when his proud heart says," I will not.''

A Beautiful Idea..That wit* a beautiful
idea of the wife of an Irish school-master, who,
while poor himself, had given gratuitous instructionto poor soholars, hut when increased
in worldly goods tiegau to think that he oould
not afford to give bis serrioes for nothing

" Oh, Jaass, don't say the like of that," said
the gentle hearted woman, "don't; a poor scholar
never eomee into the house that 1 don't feel
as 1/ As brought frttk air from Heaven with
km- I never anas the hit I dive them.my
heart warms to the soft, bomelv sound of the
bare foet on the floor, and tne door al»y>«u
opei *e let them in "

Rochester made nve hundred thousand barrelsof flour last year


